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	Lost Freedom

**Lost Freedom**

**Part 1 in a 3 part series. Alternate Universe.**

**Note: this was originally on my other account but I transferred it here. **

**Disclaimer (I always forget to put these): I do not own Fallout. That belongs to the amazing company Bethesda. **

**Rated T for now. Rating may change due to violence and language. **

**Will be updated on Sundays.**

**Chapter 1**

The light was blinding as she stepped from the rocky path leading to the massive black gear shaped metal door with the numbers '101' painted on it. She raised her left arm in an attempt to shield her eyes from the blinding light. "Damn…" she muttered to herself, squinting her eyes. "It is so bright." After years of living underground with the only light illuminating from dirty light bulbs, her eyes were not adjusted to this. It was hard to make out her surroundings. She thought about retreating back into the tunnel and waiting until night before heading out but that would do her no good. Wandering around in the unknown territory in the middle of the night would not be advisable and would mean almost certain death.

She lifted her right arm – lowering her left one – and flipped the on switch on her Pip Boy. It went through its usual welcome nonsense, flashing the words 'Good Morning Clary' before displaying the status screen. Clary shook her head. The welcome screen was an unnecessary modification. She turned the knob, going through the applications until she came across what she was looking for. A map of the surrounding area. She always did find it odd that the device given to the people of Vault 101 would have a map of the outside world when they were forbidden to leave the Vault. Clary always thought that she would have no other need for it other than to keep up with the daily tasks that she was given to do inside of the Vault.

The date and time were displayed at the top right.

_08.17.77. 10:41. _

Clary looked over the map. According to it the area just below her was a place called Springvale. Maybe she could find someone who could help her nearby. After all a town meant people, right? Clary bit her lower lip. That's if people would be _willing _to help. The Vault had always taught everyone that whoever were left after the bombs fell – whether they had crawled out of the other Vaults or they had been able to withstand the nuke – were not like the people that you would find inside of Vault 101. The Wasteland was savage and whatever was out there only had one goal: to kill you. That was why the doors were never opened. No one was ever allowed to leave, no one was ever allowed to enter.

That was until her father ran away in the middle of the night and left her to face the consequences. A wave of mixed emotion washed over Clary. She was both sad and angry at the same time. She was hurt that her father had not trusted her enough to let her in on his plans. She was upset that he could just leave her like that all alone in the Vault. She was angry that she had been left behind to feel the wrath of the Overseer. Had her father not even thought anything through? Surely he knew what would happen when he left.

Clary lowered her arm, looking away from her Pip Boy. She closed her eyes, her body shaking a little. She tried to suppress a sob. Her hand brushed against the 10MM pistol holstered to her right side. The same weapon she had used to take the life of the Overseer. His screams of pain still echoed throughout Clary's ears. Though his screams were not the worst. The worst came from the shock and cry of agony of her best friend, Amata, as she saw her father lying on the floor, two bullet holes in his chest and one in his head, blood pouring from the gunshot wounds and seeping into his jumpsuit and pooling onto the floor.

_I didn't have a choice. _Clary tried telling herself. _I did not have a choice. He was going to kill me. He was going to take my life just like he had Jonas' life taken. _A lump appeared in Clary's throat. The look of horror and hatred Amata had on her face haunted Clary. _She _had been the one to pull the trigger. _She _had been the one to put those wounds into the man's body. _She _had been the one to kill Amata's father.

Clary had not only been kicked out of the only home that she had ever known, she also lost the only two people in the world that she trusted. Amata and her father. The Overseer's daughter was like a sister to her. Someone she could always tell her secrets to. Clary had grew up with her inside of Vault 101. And her own father had abandoned her and had almost gotten her killed. He had snuck out while she was asleep and left Vault security to deal with her.

Clary breathed in deeply, holding her breath in for one… two… three… four seconds before releasing it. She was trying to calm herself down. She couldn't risk standing outside of the rocky tunnel any longer. It would just be wasting daylight. She was a sitting duck out in the open like that with only the pistol that Amata had given her and the baton she had been able to grab while Vault Security had not been looking. She wouldn't even be able to stand a chance if someone – or something – were to attack her right now. Clary wasn't even sure if she could take killing _another _person like she had the Overseer.

_His blood stains my hands. I can not take that back. He may not have been a good man but he was a man nevertheless. It should not have been my decision to take the poor bastard's life. What have I done? _She felt sick. Clary knew that she should get going, but she just could not get the image out of her mind. The gunshots. The Overseer falling backwards with a dull thud as he hit the floor. The blood gushing from the fresh wounds in his body. His eyes, now glassy and lifeless. Amata's face filled with horror and hatred as she saw what Clary had done.

_"You killed him!" _She had screamed at Clary.

Clary took another deep breath in, holding it for several seconds before finally releasing it. She needed to get it under control. She couldn't last long out here in the state of mind that she was in right now. Clary forced herself to take another step. Her legs felt like they were going to collapse at any given second yet when she tried to move them they felt heavy… like they were rooted to the ground. _I have to keep walking. I will be killed if I stay here._

_..._

_But I deserve death. I killed a man. _

Clary took another step towards the rocky ledge. Towards her new life outside in this Wasteland.

_I killed and in return I deserve death. _

She took another step.

_Isn't that how things work? A life for a life? _

Clary turned and carefully made her way down the path and stepped onto the road. There was a puddle of water in a dip in the broken asphalt. The liquid was a murky brown and had a tire floating in it. As she grew closer to the water her Pip Boy made a strange crackling noise. Clary lifted her arm and glanced at the machine. It was telling her that there was low levels of radiation in the water. Clary decided to stay away from the liquid even though her throat was parched. Better to be safe than sorry. It wouldn't help anything if she got sick.

Clary turned the other way, heading northeast along the broken road towards be settlement that she had seen from the top of the hill. _This must be the Springvale that my map showed. _She checked a few of the structures around. They were mostly just burnt outlines of what used to be wooden homes. The remains creaked as she moved through them, threatening to give away. _I must be careful. Don't want these falling in on my head. _As she was searching through the debris for anything useful, Clary heard what sounded like… music?

Clary peered around one of the corners of the wooden structure she was in to see what appeared to be some kind of robot floating back and forth along the remains of the highway playing some sort of strange music. The being's body was round and was as big as a human head. It had metal spikes sticking out of the back of it. The thing didn't look _too _menacing. The music stopped and a voice began speaking.

_"This is Enclave Radio with your host, me. President John Henry Eden. Hello again, America the magnificent. This is President Eden and I was hoping we could talk. I've been thinking quite a bit lately about something we can all relate to. Something that is unquestionably, inescapably American. I am referring, of course, to our great national past time: baseball. Or so it had been. That's right, America, before we were devastated by atomic war each state had its own professional baseball team."_

Clary shook her head. She needed to get going and didn't have the time to stand there and listen to this robot ramble on. She had to find somewhere to stay before nightfall. Deciding that the being was not a threat, Clary stepped from the cover of the destroyed wooden house and continued down the road. Up ahead there was a rusty metal sign that looked like part of a rooftop. The sign had the word 'Megaton' painted in yellow on it and an arrow pointing off into the wastes.

A town, maybe? It would be worth a try checking it out. Better than just standing around and doing nothing. Clary hurried up the hill that the sign was pointing towards. It was hot out, causing sweat to appear in beads on her forehead and on the back of her neck, making her light blonde hair cling to her skin. Her blue jumpsuit with '101' written across the back of it stuck to her body. _It never got this hot in the Vault. Then again the Vault was underground and wasn't exposed to this sun. _The feeling of homesickness washed over her. Clary had just left the place and she was already missing it.

Clary sighed; no use in dwelling on that now. Her life had changed so much within the span of one night. Clary stopped at the top of the hill and glanced back down at Springvale. The little robot was still floating back and forth along the road. The voice was gone and music was playing once again. What was it the man who was talking had said? President Eden? Clary had heard about presidents in school in the Vault. They were the ones who led the United States before the bombs fell. America still had a president so how bad could this place be? After all a leader meant structure, right? Maybe Vault 101 had been wrong about the world that it forbid its residents from entering.

Clary turned away from Springvale. There was a structure nearby that appeared to be made from rusted metal and rubble. Was this the Megaton that the sign was pointing to? With one hand laid on her pistol, Clary continued slowly towards the strange structure. As she did there was a grinding noise as what looked like a pair of airplane wings were pushed upwards, revealing a door. There was a robot standing outside of the area and a man sitting on the ground, leaning against a boulder for support.

The robot was different from the one that Clary had seen down in Springvale. This one walked instead of floated and had a more humanoid like build only bulkier. The robot was silver with rust covering its entire body and had a glass area on top of its head where light was illumining from.

The man was dressed in rags and had bandages covering his arms. His white beard was caked with mud and dirt. He was begging for water. _I wish I had some to give to him. _Clary thought feeling a pang of sympathy for him. Maybe she could find some water in the town to give to him.

"Welcome to Megaton." The robot said in a monotone voice. "The friendliest town around."

A wave of relief washed over Clary. At least she had found a place to stay for the night. Her father may have even passed by here as well. It wouldn't hurt asking around the town. If she was going to find her dad then she was going to need all the help that she could receive.

**End of chapter. **

**-Storm-**


End file.
